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“The supreme com- 
bination of all that 


is fine in motor cars” 











Power»: The soft purr of the Packard 


motor hardly hints its vast re 
serve power. Yet a touch of the accelerator 
and the great car leaps forward with the 
eagerness of a living thing. 


In its swift response to the driver’s will lies 
the promise of superb and sustained perform 
ance. Mile after mile through the starts and 
stops of the crowded city, hour after hour 
on the long pull of the mountain grade, the 
Packard proves superior to all requirements 
— Packard powcr 


Packard design—widely imitated but never 
equalled—has long been recognized as an 
outstanding combination of smartness, 
beauty and comfort. And Packard power 
—now unsurpassed in any motor car— 
offers matchless traffic agility, hill climb 
ing ability and, when emergency demands 
it, speed. 


Packard distinction— Packard power! 
A combination of qualities which has re- 
stored to many thousands of new owners 
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RUM ROW REAPPEARS 


According to the Chicago po- 
lice, a flapper arrested for boot- 
legging carried the contraband 
concealed beneath her skirt. It 
is not known how. 


It is estimated that by 1938, at 
the present rate of increase, there 
will be a divorce for every mar- 
America 
may become a free country after 


all. 


riage in this country. 


The Soviet Government is 
offering cash prizes for a Na- 
tional anthem. How about “I’m 
Looking at the World Through 
Rose Colored Glasses’’? 


A convict in the Baltimore jail 
who just finished his sentence has 
petitioned the Governor to allow 
him to remain in prison. One 
theory is that he was in for 
bigamy. 


POISON PLOT FOILED 


In an effort to stop homebrew- 
ing, a bill has been presented in 
Kansas to make wholesalers and 
register all sales of 
sugar. This will probably start 
the whole State raising cane. 


retailers 


The latest feminine fad in 
Paris is wearing wigs that match 
the gown. From all indications, 
bald heads will soon be quite the 
thing. 











Sons and daughters of th’ 





WETS PREDICT VICTORY 


The heaviest donor to the Anti 
Saloon League, between the vears 
1917 and 1925, was John D. 
Rockefeller, Jr. Sort of pouring 
oil on Gordon Waters. 


A Chicago court has ruled that 
smelling liquor in a restaurant or 
cabaret is sufficient grounds on 
which to padlock the premises. 
What a whale of a difference just 
a few scents make! 


President Coolidge was re 
cently presented with a_ ten 
gallon hat by Buffalo Bill’s grand 
daughter. All he needs now is 
something to put in it. 
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Since PROHIBITION 





“TI never see Maggie alone.”’ 


A Still 


A calm, calm still ... 
Then 
Bing, Bang, Bing, 
Explosion— 
Bing—Ganga-lang! 
Then Firemen, 
Revenooers, 
Cops, Cops & 
More Cops & 
Insurance Agents . . . 
Bills, Bills, Dollar Bills, 
Unmarked Dollar Bills 
& Repair Men & Moving Men, 
More Cops & More Dollar 


ea 
Then all again 
Is 
ae 
a 


First Stew—I'm afraid muh 
wifsh going to have her face 
lifted. 

Second Stew—Aw, nonsensh, 
old sport; don’ worry. Who'd 
ever want tuh steal a face like 
that! 











The Bootleggers’ Ball 


Liquor flowed and liquor trickled, 
Everyone was sweetly pickled, 
Former spry-eyed folks got 
pie-eyed, 
Every face displayed a grin. 
Scotch and rye and ancient fine 
wines, 
Bourbon, beer and German Rhine 
wines 
Mixed and blended with a 
splendid 
Grade of new synthetic gin. 


Two-Gun Pete, famed for his 
stick-ups, 
Had an awful case of hiccups 
Old Sam Hardy sold Bacardi 
To the folks within the hall. 
From the ceiling hung their motto: 
“Drink Tonight Till You Go 
Blotto’’— 
What a frolic aleoholic 
Was the swell bootleggers’ 
ball! —CyYRANO 





“Gee, that’s great! What's in it?” 
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The Road to Oblivion 


I have just become one of the 
enemies of society. 

I have decided to follow the 
majority no longer, but to cast my 
lot with the luckless and disagree- 
able minority. 

I have insulted all my friends. 
Their invitations have been 
spurned wholesale. I refuse to 
join in their songs, their gayeties. 

Their stories, that formerly 
were so entertaining, now appear 
witless and vulgar. 

If I am dragged to a party, I 
sit in the corner, almost overcome 
with drowsiness, and watch the 
merrymakers pityingly and with 
a newly acquired scorn. 

My sweetheart has passe d on to 
other enterprises. She says I've 
become ‘‘a damned old crab’— 
and I have. 

My business acquaintances no 
longer welcome me to their offices 
with a dive for the lower right- 
hand desk drawer. Instead they 
instruct their office boys to ask 
me what I want to see them about 
and then send out word they are 
out of town or “in conference.” 

My secretary—well—no good 
morning kiss. We get right down 
to work. 

And I don’t blame any of them. 

I’ve become an awful thing, a 
misanthrope, an outcast, a slink- 
ing creature. 

In other words, I’ve quit drink- 
ing for a few weeks. 


Se 


Some people are so dumb; they 
think Prohibition is a law. 


x owe. cet 


Yes, the fads for pets are changing due primarily to Prohibition. 
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A lad ’n his wonderful lamp. 





Whatever else may happen, 
Altho’ the country’s dry, 

The sailor still will have his port, 
The farmer have his rye; 

The cotton still will have its gin, 
The sea coast have its bar, 

And each of us will have a bier 


So, Volstead—there you are! 


Underworld Greeting 


“Lo, Dive.” 
“Hi, Jack!” 
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, BOY, THAT WASH POTENT SHTUFF!’ 
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The Lamp-Posts 


(An ode to be sung to sloe music 
and dry sobs) 


Every night upon the highway, lo, 
the stately lamp-posts stand, 
Dignified, with lights uplifted, in 

an attitude that’s grand, 
But my heart is filled with sorrow 
as I watch their burners glow, 
For they used to be more friendly 
in the nights of long ago. 


There were times that I remem- 
ber when the lamp-posts used 
to weave 

In and out along the sidewalks in 
a way youd scarce believe; 

There were times—I recollect it 
—when they’d wink a shining 
eye 

And come over and embrace you 
as you were a-passing by. 


If your feet, mayhap, got tangled 
with a bit of paving stone— 
Why, a lamp-post, in those sea 

sons, would come out and see 
you home, 
And—to show their human nature 
—if you spoke a trifle high, 
Or a lamp-post didn’t like you, it 
































would bung you in the eye. 
Ah, those dear departed evenings 
when the lamp-posts used to 
fling 
Up and down the empty side- ' 
walks, doing of a buck and Keown 
wing! : 
And those happy early mornings ™ ’ 
—oh, it was a lovely sight . But when it comes to Slaughter, 
For to see the lamp-posts waltz- You'll do your work on water. 
ing with the shadows of the 
night. 

Now they stand in rigid splendor, 
stern with majesty and awe, 

Stern and stately and unbending 
—by the passage of a law! 

And my heart is filled with sor- 
row and its cockles go un- 
warmed, 

For the joy has gone from living 
since the lamp-posts have re- 
formed. 

—R.V.S. 
i 

Auntie Saloon—That child of 
ours has been stealing jam again. 
What shall we do to him? 
Uncle Sammie—I'll fix him. 
I'll mix poison with the jam, and 

Very effective jag handed out on near-beer, at barroom oper- the next time he steals it will be 

ated on the see-saw motion plan, his last. 
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Night Club that triples everything (including check), con- 
wincing guests that they are simply reeling. 


A Gintime Story for the Kiddies 

“Now, kiddies,’ said Uncle 
Punkie, as he clubbed little Lloyd, 
Ruthie and Chrissy into silence, 
“I'm going to tell you a nice 
story.” 


He took a shot of rye, washed 
it down with two tumblers of gin, 


and began. 


“Back in the year 1000 
B. V. D., there lived—” 
“Waddya mean, B. V. D.?” 


asked little Lloyd, the first to re- 
cover consciousness, 

“Before Volstead, dammit!” 
replied Uncle Punkie, reaching 
for the blackjack. . . . “Now, 
don’t interrupt me again, you! 
Well, anyhow, a cave man named 
—well, it doesn’t matter—” 

“That’s a funny name,” as- 
serted little Ruthie from under 
the piano. 

“Yes,” said Uncle Punkie, giv- 
ing little Ruthie a nifty clout be- 
hind the ear, “isn’t it? So this 
cave man found a bottle one day 
and when he had emptied it down 
his windpipe he saw a pink dino- 
saur—” 

“Is that anything like a whiskey 
sour?” asked little Chrissy from 
the fireplace. 

“No,” replied Uncle Punkie, 
throwing on another log, “dino- 
saurs are extinct. Well, this pink 
one scared the man so that he ran 
and ran and finally he fell over a 
cliff !” 

By this time the kiddies were so 
excited they were just fit to be 
tied. 

“Go on, Uncle Punkie!” they 
cried. “Get it over with!” 

“But,” continued Uncle Punkie, 
“just as the man went over the 
cliff his bearskin pants got caught 
on a twig and there he hung, per- 
fectly helpless! Well, he hung 
there for hours until he sobered 
up again.” 

“What of it?” asked little 
Lloyd, dully. 

“Why that,” concluded Uncle 
Punkie, triumphantly, “is the 
story of the first hangover!” 





“T believe in Prohibition.” 
“So do I—le’s shake.” 
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Little-known 
Legends 

Pop Goes the Weasel 
pusuivs was tru- 

ant officer of 
Rome. His job 
was to get the 
Senators to the 
Senate, and it was 
no bed of roses. 
One day the Em- 
peror called him 
on the carpet and 
told him that un- 
less the produc- 
tion of Senators 
increased fifty 
per cent. within 
the next ten days 
he would be sold 
down the Tiber. 

The next day 
Publius set out 
with a new vigor, 
born of despera- 
tion. He observed Nu 
that wherever he 
heard the popping 
of corks, there he would find 
Senators. Awaiting his chance, 
he would tiptoe up behind one of 
the bibulous backsliders, tap him 
on the conk with an old chariot 
wheel which he carried for that 
purpose, and send him off to the 
Senate in a dray. By straining 






|| 
| 
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A modern Eve. 


his ears for the bopp of corks he 
doubled his batting average in a 
week. 

The slothful Senators met to 
devise a defense against Publius. 
One of their number was dele- 
gated to go on a secret mission to 
Sicily. When he returned he 
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bore a burlap bag 
containing a wire- 
haired Sicilian 
weasel, which 
emitted at  one- 
second intervals a 
clear and 
rous bopp, so 
realistic that the 
Senators’ mouths 
watered at the 
sound of it. 

The Senators 
gathered every 
night in a deserted 
saloon and trained 
their white hope. 
A Monday morn- 


sono- 


ing was chosen 
for the try-out. 
Publius came _ to 


work fresh from 
the mountains, 
where he had been 
giving his ears a 
rest. He strolled 
toward the _bar- 
room belt of 
Rome, listening 
alertly for distant detonations. 

Suddenly, from around a cor- 
ner, he heard bopp!—a mighty 
report like the popping of the 
stopper out of a jereboam of 
liquid lightning. Before he could 


get his wagon wheel and set off 
(Continued on page 31) 


“Booze is a god-send, Charlie. ’Magine layin’ down in the mud sober.” 
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THE REAL STUFF 
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Naturally 
Clarice—Was the lecture on 
“Prohibition Evils” a success? 
Maurice—I should say so— 
there wasn’t a dry eye in the 
house ! 


Patronize Your Naborhood 
Bootlegger 


He’s Johnny-on-the-Spot! 

Orders cheerfully delivered! 

Direct from Producer to Con- 
sumer! 

Cut Rates and Cut Rations! 

Dealings Strictly Confidential! 

Money Back (if you can say 
so)! 

Be NABORLY: Your NA- 
BORHOOD Cop Will Direct 
You! 

2S 


May—Have you heard about 





Gladys? “Psst, Waiter! Is it possible to get a drink here?” 

June—Yes, she drinks cock- 
tails, and has a millionaire for a 
chaser! 


Extra Hazardous 


Cain—Why did the insurance 
people turn down Felix? 

Abel—Too much of a risk—he 
wears a celluloid collar and 
drinks bootleg liquor. 










“Not a thing on the hip today, ol’ top; I’ve been padlocked!” 


“Ask Me Another” 
Morning Quiz 

Well, why don’t you wind the 
clock? 

If you don’t like waffles, why 
don’t you come out like a man and 
strike your wife? 

Why do I have to ask you to 
leave a check? 

What time will you be home? 

Special Phone Quiz 

The fire has gone out. What 
shall I do? 

Have you tickets for anything? 
What time will you be home? 
Evening Quiz 

How long do you think the 
cook will stay if you will not get 
home at a reasonable time? 

Did you mail my letters? 

Do you know what day this is? 

When are we going to have a 
new car? 

Who was that lady I saw you 
with? 

Why did I leave a good home? 


FS 


Prohibition isn’t so bad if it 
just doesn’t get any worse. 
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WIG. 


little bit dis- 
turbe d over our growing reputa- 
follower of ‘“‘Wine, 
women and song” we have de- 
cided to desert Bacchus, Flo and 
Fauna, and George Gershwin and 
become a real he-man with a 
clear eye and bulging biceps .. . 
the “Million dollar’ laboratory 
has been closed temporarily and 
hereafter all our spare time will 
be spent in our new Gymnasium 
. . “Mac” has made a few 
sketches of it and you will readily 
see how perfectly appointed it is 
; in order that the sudden 
change will not be too much of a 
shock, we have held on to several 
relics of the good old days— 
considerably in our 
setting up exercises . . 


Feeling just a 


tion as a 


which aid 
. we have 
already become expert at the par- 
allel bars, and through the tipping 
the elbow have in 
creased the fibia and tibia no end 

henceforth you may expect 


exercise we 
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recipes with nothing stronger in 
them than malted milk, tea, sas 


apa—well, ginger ale then, and 


maybe a dash of vichy. 


<b 


We have also taken to staying 
home of nights and reading quiet 
ly by the parlor lamp... thus we 
have quite a book review for our 
little readers ... the first volume 
we picked up was “Deep Enough,” 
by one Malcolm Ross... 
of those tales wherein the jaded 


New Yorker tires of the shallow- 


it is one 






ness of the great big glittering 
city and goes out west where men 
are elemental—but stay! Here’s 
twist, by my Hali 

The jaded New Yorker 
also of the wild west and 
comes back to dear old Broadway, 
with the tale wagging behind him, 
and decides it’s a pretty good old 
place, after all! ... I next pe 
rused “Young Enough to Know 
Better,” by Fairfax Dow ney, 
illustrated by Jefferson Fireman's 
Hat Machamer, and really it is 
clever no end... for example, 
this little verse: 


an original 
dome ! 


tires 


Table Manners 


What to do 
knive Ss 


with forks and 
That is nothing in your lives. 


You should know best, lads and 
lasse S. 


How to handle all the glasses. 
(Continued on page 28) 


) 
Pa 
‘ 
a ELPoW : 
A 
? 





if | ~ ‘ | F 
<N Lh 
4 + ra +4 |ZONIA 
/ ~ > 
i. Y WARS / 
~ 
1 








‘ wor 
HE ARTIC 
WEIS 
A y 
RrOVUN | 
N NDE 
ped 
v « > 
JK 
x/ 
At AAYEP 
ee PPP ADR IPM 





ee 


en ee 





























CC Ot’™' WY kX} LS  ——— 





JUDGE 




















JUDGE 





re a = 


American Civilization 


He recent Chicago election, according to the 

embattled police of that city, was the most 

orderly in seventeen years. By this they mean 
that only two Democratic clubs were bombed and a 
polling place and an ex-service men’s club shot up, 
while 4,000 police guarded the polls and machine 
gun squads cruised from precinct to precinct looking 
for trouble. 

It has come down to this, in our strictly moral 
country, that the bootlegging privilege in any one of 
our cities goes to the friends of those in power there. 
Given Prohibition, this is a perfectly natural develop- 
ment. The liquor traffic in a vast city of great wealth 
like Chicago is enormously profitable. But since it 
is outlawed, only those can engage in it on any con- 
siderable scale who can count on the protection of 
the authorities. What a perfect organization weapon! 
And not only can and do the authorities overlook the 
violations of their friends, but they can and do run 
down and exterminate their rivals and redistribute 
the confiscated liquor. Wherefore you hardly need 
a diagram to understand that it pays fabulously, if 
you are a bootlegger, to boost your friends into office 
these days. Hence the transformation of municipal 
elections into open warfare. Hence the charming 
spectacle presented by the second city of our native 
land. 

Chicago has always had a reputation for turbu- 
lence, which probably means that there is something 
in her rapid growth, in her raw winds and starkly 
inhibited Mid-West background that lends itself to 
lawlessness. Nevertheless, Chicago would probably 
be as comparatively quiet in her corruption as the 
general run of her sister cities if her inhabitants were 
less evenly divided politically. In New York, for 
instance, the hopelessness of ousting the Tammany 
favorites and installing a regiment of Republican 
bootleggers in their places discourages the effort at 
the outset. So New York, we say, at least in com- 
parison with Chicago, is a “law-abiding” city. 
Similarly in Philadelphia; the reigning machine there 
is even more securely in the saddle than is the case 
in New York. Boston, Baltimore, Cleveland, Detroit, 
St. Louis—we don’t pretend to be familiar with local 
political conditions in all of these towns, but it is a 
fair assumption that in any one of them, should the 
“outs” ever see a fighting chance of voting their 
friends into office and grabbing the rich bootlegging 
privilege, they would go after it in more or less the 
same murderous fashion that has made Chicago the 
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Associate Editors, William Morris Houghton, William Edgar Fisher, Phil Rosa, Jack Shuttleworth. 
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Dramatic Editor, George Jean Nathan 


best known and bloodiest municipal cockpit in 
America. 

A wet platform and an “open town” were largely 
responsible for the Thompson victory, we are told. 
Sounds like a good year for “the boys.” 


Moving Day 


M Ay 1 no longer retains its monopoly as Moving 
" Day, but its approach will serve as a reminder 
of the nomadic existence of present-day Americans. 
Not only do we Americans change our places of resi- 
dence more often than any other people on earth 
(with the exception of Arabs and Gypsies), but our 
jobs, too; we are also the greatest travelers on the 
face of the globe and we enjoy the highest divorce 
rate. 

These attributes all stem from the same _ root, 
namely, the belief that we can, by an _ external 
change, escape some maladjustment to our environ- 
ment that has its source inside of us. It is an 
optimism fostered by a machine age and a pioneer 
tradition. We romantically assume that our ances- 
tors, migrating in covered wagons, escaped the bore- 
dom of routine and found fortune and fresh interest 
wherever they settled. And, we argue, if they did, 
why can’t we? We can’t, as they could, go driving 
from homestead claim to homestead claim until we 
find the one that suits us (as we fondly imagine they 
were suited), but we can flit from flat to flat or from 
house to house. Then, if this doesn’t cure our malaise, 
as in ninety-nine cases out of a hundred it doesn't, 
we can change our jobs. Our pioneer ancestors 
could hardly take this second step with the same 
facility, since where they moved there was usually 
but one source of livlihood, the land. But things 
are different today. Where we move there are a 
thousand sources, and what more human than to 
blame on the job what we have been unable to escape 
by moving. 

And from changing jobs it is a natural step to 
changing wives, or husbands. If the fault doesn’t 
lie with the place of residence or the job, then it 


must be we're mismated. So we try the divorce 
remedy. which again our ancestors were denied, for 
various reasons. And when this fails, as almost in- 


variably it does, we start on the merry round all over 
again. 

Every day is Moving Day in this country. We 
don’t live; we park. 


Wy. MH. 
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THAT OLD GANG O’ MINE 


Well, well, how time does fly! 
morning I looking 


memory-book, and, 


This was 
through my 
girls, it sure drew the old tears to 
my eyes ! All those old friends, 
all the jolly times, all gone, all 
gone! There was one 
particular which carried me back. 
It’s this “snap” I took of the 
“bunch” in good old _ Public 
School 39, Borough of Queens. 
There they are, my 
rable pals, cheery laughing good 


fellows all. Look at them: good 


picture in 


five insepa- 


nature, comradeship, clean fun 
bubbling out of every —— face 
in the lot. The two fellows on 


the left are the two Pickerbaugh 


brothers, whom the world now 
knows as the two Pickerbaugh 


Staunch friends, a bit 
serious but always ready for a 
prank or innocent lark. They’re 
out in St. Helena now, doing well 
in the grocery business, bless their 
souls! And next to them Harry 
Lefkowitz, who is none other than 
good old “Jimmie” Walker, our 
Mayor. Harry was the wit of the 
“bunch” and always had a laugh- 
ing retort or ready quip on his 
tongue’s end. I remember the 
time he said to a teacher, “Say, 
you remind me of a pie!” “‘How’s 
that?” asked Mr. McCracken, the 
physics teacher. “Because you 
got such a crust!” smiled Harry, 
and the laughter was universal. 
Great boy, Harry. Too bad he 
died. 

And then, next to him, old 
“Peaches” Faunce. What a com- 
rade he was! He was great on im- 
itations ; heard 
him. He could imitate anything 
but his specialty was imitating an 
old sow in the barnyard who'd 
found out that her bank balan 
was overdrawn. He used to hay 


brothers. 


you should have 


us in a stitch. I heard recently 
that he went in the insurance game 
up in Providence, R. I., and if 
good nature and warm friendship 
mean anything, “Peaches” will go 
far in the lumber business. Good 
luck, Fauncey, old kid! 

And “‘last but not least,” there 


was good old John McGraw. 
There was a good story about 
John; he’d been kicked in the 


head by a horse and they had to 
put a silver plate in his head. 
Ve used to “kid” him a lot, as the 
saying goes, and Quent Picker- 
baugh said, “I wish I was as 
lucky as you, being born with a 
silver plate in your head!” Old 
Quent was a card, sure enough! 
Well, so it goes! Here today 
and gone tomorrow! That’s life. 
But I always say, there’s nothing 
like getting out the old pictures 
and looking through them and 
then tying them up in a good fat 
bundle and heaving them in the 
ash-can. I guess I’m sentimental, 
but after all, old faces are the 
best, and gosh, how I'd love to see 
that old gang o’ mine! 
—PrRELMAN 


Pleasant Village 


The stranger had been riding 
all day, and when the train ar 
rived at the little town he de 
scended to the station platform 
and wondered how he was going 
to spend the three hours before 
his connection left for the west. 

It was a pleasant hamlet with 
wide streets, shady lawns and 
plenty of trees. The spire of the 
only church in town pierced the 
blue of the sky and stood silhou- 
etted to the east. Pleasant people 
sauntered down the elm-flanked 
Main Street. Ruddy-cheeked 
lasses occupied themselves with 
domestic duties on front porches 
end the drone of the local saw- 
mill floated lazily on the air. Here 
were peace and piety—rest and 
goodness. 

The stranger grew thirsty. It 
had been a long ride and a long 
time between drinks. Yet he re- 
proached himself for his wicked 
appetite. Even the thought of 
strong drink seemed to profane 
this simplicity. But he 
couldn’t deny the fact that he 
wanted a drink, badly. So he 
sauntered over to a well-preserved 
old gentleman who was whittling 
in the shade of a maple tree. 

“Friend,” said the visitor. dis 
creetly lowering his voice, ‘““where 
can I get a little snifter—just 
about three fingers to tide me over 
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In this baby carriage this very enterprising young lady 
delivered 4,607,482 quarts of Scotch last year. 





14 














JUDGE 

















until the afternoon train leaves 


for Indianapolis ?”’ 

The patriarch shifted his cud 
from left to right, spat 
tively and replied: 

“Ye walk up three blocks to th’ 
corner 0° Main and Market. Turn 
right on Market and continue 
four blocks until ye reach Pleas- 
ant Street. Walk down Pleasant 
Street about twenty feet and ye'll 
come to th’ intersection o’ Pleas- 
ant Street and Walnut Place. 
Proceed down Walnut Place un- 
til ye git to th’ Presbyterian 
Church—” 

“The Presbyterian Church!” 
exclaimed the stranger. “I don't 
want to go to church—I want a 
drink.” 

“Don’t _ git 


reflec- 


excited, young 
feller,” said the native, calmly 
continuing. “When ye git to th’ 
church take a good look at it. Fix 
its location firmly in your mind 
and remember this—the Presby- 
terian Church is th’ only place in 
town where ye can’t git a drink.” 


—Artuvur L. Lippmann 


The Lesser Evil 


If there should be such a thing 
as war with China, the linotype 
operators would be among the 
first to enlist. 
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“Did you want to see me, Father?” 


“No! But Henry Auchinsloss, here, bet me that a man couldn’t 
see anything worse than purple crocodiles and green elephants.” 


Why I Don’t Like Spring 


Because, if I go out into the 
country where the birds are and 
the bees, to delight in the budding 
grandeur of the vernal season, I 


Pest—Leave it to me; I know the head waiter here. 


am sure to meet any number of 
college boys in rattling Fords 
playing saxophones to prattling 
girls. (The boys, not the Fords.) 

Because, if I stay in the city 
the sun shines so beautifully, I 
wish I were in the country and go 
there only to find—see above. 

Because, all my _ neighbors, 
eager to let the Spring into their 
homes, open their windows and 
let the sounds of their radios out. 

Because, everyone who thinks 
“home” is a rhyme for 
“alone” writes poetry—and gets 
it published. 


good 


Because, as soon as Spring com 
people start asking me 
who’s going to win the pennant 
for 1927 and the only pennants | 
know about are the ones on auto 
mobiles saying “We Had a Good 
Time at Old Point Comfort.” 

Because, when [I tell my friends 
I “just can’t do any work in th: 
Spring” they all “That's 
good.” 


mences 


say, 


Because, Spring is the mating 
season and I have a mate left over 
from last year. 


—Carroitit Carrouer 
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‘DARLING \M GOING 
AVAY FOR A LITTLE 
VACATION = 4% 
‘WOW LONG ARE YOU GNG 
40 BE Gone? ; 
| SURV TAYe-” — 


DIFAPRINTED MAN - 
WE TREATED A PATIENT 
FOR YELLOW SAUNDICE 
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NOIE TO My “PUBLIC! 


GEE THE BaYAN' GIRL IN 
AWE COCKTAIL GLASS ARNE 
—AND THE TAT MAN WITH 
AWE UMBRELLA ON “THE ., 
LEFT — AND THE GiRL©& 
TEAR? ON “THE ‘RIGHT - 
AND THE MARINE SCENE 
ONTHE WALL /N-THE PICTURE 
PELOW ? — VELL, OR, 

\ PUT ALL THO@E “THING? 
ON THE TAGE BECAUSE 
AHP IP HE WET NUMBER! 


BE PLE OF OLD FIREMENS HAT? Keopay! 
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fe th )—dee 
l € . Dit 
g-l Be wer 
ie ; 
4 : ee 
best comedies, very well playes 
The Desert S Ca Some like 
The Fre Kis ( 1 I “ 
I ] V ys Shiz ( ¢ Same | 
The New York Tk And he 
STILL, despite my other great a a oo — — 
gifts, find myself unable to Breadwen” (B 7 _— 
detect in Clemence Dane the | drama 
remarkable talent that a lot of Spread Eagle” (Beck)—See next week's 
people talk of. With the produc- Hearts Are Trumps” (Morosco)—Ditt 
tion of the lady’s each new play Rapid Transit” (Provincetown)—Dit 
] duly go around to the scene of La Fiesta” (52nd St 
the festivities and try to discover “H € ardboar Love I 
just what it is that makes certain _— HF oe sey . ou 
folk believe she was kissed by the | around is on s ; 
angels at birth. And each tim | The Spider” (46th St.)—Lively mystery pl 
I come away with the conclusion , 4Stl : ‘ 
that either she is the most over ati —- 
rated playwright for whom the “The Sealawag” (40th St.)-—For the | 
English critics ever rolled a log or. B.,. : ene ee 
or that I am losing my old sagac- “Tommy” (Elting = ee 
ity as a bloodhound on the trail cents 
of merit. “The Silver Cord” (Golden)--Strained pl 
Two of La Dane’s products are sen “1 , 
currently on view in our fair city. fia me _ — — ateciaty 
One, “Granite,” I have already Basan eo ne 
lectured on, It is a heavy -hande d one oe cpacicnie - ; 
tragedy as full of rubber-stamps “Oh ng music show 
as the air-mail window at the = aaa 
post-office. The other, ‘Mari aan Se Se 
ners,” has lately been put on by “Sinner” (Klaw)—Bad 
the Actors’ Theater. It, too, is a “Tico Girls Wanted” (Little) —Worse. 
heavy-handed tragedy written in “Set a Thief” (Lyceum)—Same here 
supine theatrical English and, ‘Hit the Deck” (Belasco)—To be passed 
save for a few phases of the char ater 
acter of the clergyman who mar At Mable Afuee Chajadiel—Rarevtyy: 


ries a barmaid and goes to pot, 
pretty dull going. I observe that 
certain of my colleagues, while 


“Lost” (Mansfield)—Sunk. 


“Granite” (Mayfair)—Very tiresome tragedy 





admitting the tediousness of the risqué farce-comedy. 

play, find in it a poetic quality “Chicago” (Music Box)—Excellent 

that arouses their admiration. ci rea eaiagal 

Where this poetic quality, either arta a a. nego 

in the direction of imagination or “The Road to Rome” (Playhouse)—Some f 

writing, lies, I’d give a round-trip a ee Ce ee en ene 

ticket to Hoboken, together with Youre Tr _— am Gene 
photograph of Sir Martin Har ja Rese (9 \ aecieaaidalii 

vey, to be told. True enough, ; a i 

Miss Dane makes an allusion to Ladder” (W ms % 

the stars and there is some talk “y ne ; H v 

about a woman dying of a broken bore 


heart on her husband’s grave— 








“The Play's the Thing” (Miller)—Amusing 








both, I presume, habitually touch 
ing to the boob sensibilities—but 


as for genuine poetry there is 


little more than in “‘Le Maire’s 
Affairs.” What deceives the ad 
mirers of the dramatic talent of 
Miss Dane is, I believe, the not 
of superficial dignity with which 
she cunningly invests dramatic 
writing fundamentally without 
dignity. There is a fake ai 
of austerity to her work that 
throws the impressionables off th: 
track, just as thev u ed similar] 
to be taken in by the plays of 
Augustus Thomas and, in part, 
those of Stanley Houghton. 

Pauline Lord is the star of 
“Mariners.” I suppose that she 
does as well as is possible by a 
role so exaggerated as to flirt oc- 
casionally with the Columbia 
Theater. Arthur Wontner is very 
good as the man of God. Haide« 
Wright, the sweetie of the local 
reviewers, takes the simple role 
of a heart-wrinkled old maid and 
shakes the life out of it with a 
species of 1895 Ivy Day elocu- 
tion. 


II 


The revival of Barrie’s “The 
Legend of Leonora,’ with Grace 
George giving an excellent per 
formance of the role originally 
played in America by Maud: 
Adams, is a bad play from a 
technical point of view and a 
mighty agreeable one from a th 
ater seat. As the reviewers who 
have enjoyed it immensely always 
say the next morning, “It is hard 
y a play at all and it is too bad 
that Barrie didn’t take more 
pains to get some body into it. 
If Barrie had done as the boys 
urge, you might safely have bet 


) 
Continued on page 29 
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Timid fellow with bottle 
on hip—finds himself under 
suspicion, 

















Portrait of a donkey 
making an ass of himself. 





And now we have the Split-Sia 


jay-walkers. 


What a Man Thinks 
When He Gets a Stand-up 


Humm! It’s eight-thirty. She 
ought to be here. Maybe I said 
quarter to nine. I should make 
a note of these dates. I wonder 
if this is the right place? Never 
saw a woman on time in my 
life. . . . Now it’s quarter to 
nine. Think I'll go get a drink. 
She'll be here when I come 
back. . . . S’funny, she said she'd 
be here at eight-thirty. S'very 
funny. Funny me_ eye! A 
woman’s never on time. Too 
much to expect. Can't ask a girl 
to be on time and get her hair 
curled. Guess I'll get myself 
another drink. Cer’nly is 
Suppose I'd of fainted 
*f she’d a come on time. Gotta 
Maybe she 
Guess I'll 

’*M off 
*Pointment or 
should a-been 

waiting. ’S 
quarter ten. I'll call her to- 
morrow. Make the wires hot. 
Tell her what I think of her. 
Wouldn’ give ’er the sa’sfa’tion. 
No sa’sfa’tion. Women all un- 
sa’sfac’ory. ’S turrible. ’S dis- 
gus'ing. Ge’ me ‘nother drin’ an’ 
if she’s not here won't wait 
‘nother minute. "Ere’s a cop. 
As’ a cop ’f he seen a beau’ful 
blon’. As’ a cop li’ kell. Wha’s 
a cop know? An’ I trus’ed ’at 
li'l’ girl, Hurts. ’At’s what it 
Hurts. Hurt! Hurt? She 
a gotten hurt? Accident? Poor 
li'l’ kid. Maybe she’s liein’ diein’ 
—lieing dieing, won’er someone 
never wrote a son’ “Liein’ Diein’ 
For You’—for me. Hurt in a 
ceciden’ or sumthin’. ’Sa firs’ ti’ 


strange. 


make so’ ‘llowances. 
lost her lipstick. 

get ‘nother li'l’ drink. 
women for life. 
no ‘pointment sh’ 
here. Ss no use 


does. 
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especially designed to dodge 


my li'l’ girl ever done me like 
this. “How Come You Do Me 
Like You Do, Do, Do.” Oh, “‘Do 


—Do—Do What You Done— 
Done—Done Before, Bebby.” 
Try an’ get the chance. Jus’ try 


an’ get it. Get me ‘nother li'l’ 
drin’ an’ ’f she’s in a hosp’tal she 
can le’ me know. “Liein’ 
Diein’ sunwhere for me, dear?” 
Dear, sweet li'l’ girl all gone. All 
hurt an’ bleedin’ sunwhere for me. 
She mus’ a-been kill’ in a assiden’. 
"Nother li'l’ dri’ fo’ courage. 

Poor li'l’ gal. ’S turrible a stron’ 
man to bus’ out bawlin’ 
‘nother li'l’ dr’ sh’ dea’ assiden’ 
hur’ poor 

P. S. She wasn’t hurt in an 
accident.—Carro.Lt CARROLL 


More Than Enough 


When I shall leave this mundane 


sphere, 
Shall leave its hectic, dismal 
drone, 
In letters large and white and 
clear 
Please chisel on my modest 


stone 
These words that Time cannot 
destroy: 


“He never shouted ‘How’s the 


Boy!” 


Sing not the noble deeds I've 
done, 
Nor print an epitaphic screed. 
Tell not the well-fought fights 
I’ve won, 
But merely state, so all can 
read, 
That as I shuffled off this coil, 
I did not blabber “Olive Oil!” 


—Artuver L. Lippmann 








18 





Sih aN a At 











ee 


sont is item 


+ eae 


kta, 








a ia "e\7> 


nom 


March 30, 1927. 


Don’t you simply worship the 
evening wraps with attached 
hoods? They are really the 
most irresistible things we have 
ever seen. Why, they actually 
make one feel just like “Red Rid- 
ing Hood.” And you know they 
useful because, we mean, 
there isn’t anything more ghastly 
than to 


are so 


arrive at a party with 
one’s hair simply in strings. 
Honestly, we do think there 


should be something to do be- 


tween the acts at the theaters be- 
sides smoking cigarettes. We 


mean it’s so frightfully unhealth- 
ful. And so we have an _ idea 
which is too divinely rare. Why 
not convert the smoking-rooms 
into dance floors? We mean it 
actually would stimulate the 
brains. Or better still, in 
why not 


Then 


sum- 
have 
there 


mer swimming 


pools? wouldn't be 


any bother about which evening 
gown to wear. Everybody could 
just wear bathing suits. We 


really do think that this is a most 
scrumptiously unusual plan and 
after all does want to be 
amused one goes to the 
theater. 

We are in sack cloth and ashes. 
We just been informed that 
this original idea. It’s 
being done of the theaters 
about town. That is the danc- 
ing part, but really we actually 
think the swimming pool is a 
much better idea anyway. 


one 
when 


have 
isn’t an 
at one 


a 


Of course have 
perfectly irresistible three-piece 
that are shown and 
but we simply can’t resist 
about them a bit. 


you seen the 


suits being 
worn, 
the urge to rave 
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The 


aginable. 


gorgeous creations in 
And, My 
simply must tell you 
especially adorable 
skirt, black and 

blouse, black lined with 
black and white stripes. Actually 
too utterly fascinating for words. 
And you know black 
all the rage 


Dears, we 
about an 
Black 


striped 


one. 
white 
coat 


and white is 


this season. 


just 


~ 


ar a 


Now, 
search of our health or 
of the kind, but we 
into a vegetarian 
other day. 


honestly we aren't in 
anything 
did wander 
restaurant the 


It’s down in a bass 


ment and is a most divinely at 
tractive place. But the killing 
part about it is you have to add 


up your own check. 
we had the 


And really 
most unbearable time, 
because we mean we have actually 
never bee n able add. 
And really too horribly em 


barrassing to 


to learn to 
it’s 
have anybody see 
you counting on your fingers—es 


pecially after eating asparagus. 
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ms 


Six (or More) Best Steppers 


That Little Something (Lucky) 

Dancing the Devil Away (Lucky 

Texas Stomp (Polly of Holly 
wood ) 


Lovin’ Off My Mind (Bye, 
Bonnie ) 


Ay, Ay, Ay 
Same Old Moon (Lucky) 
Sundown 
Four-Leaf Clover 


pal 


Bye, 
(no show ) 


(no show 


no show 
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He—TI fell on my chin. 

Su—(pardon) He—Tch, 

tch, was any spilled? 
—M.I. T. Voo Doo 


Daughter—Give me a cigarette. 
Mother—lI'll you inhale 
first.—WasHINGTon DirGEe 


| FSS 


see 


“There is a divinity that shapes 
| our ends,” said Harold Bell 
Wright or somebody but 
| surely God never made a _ police- 
man’s feet, did He? 
—CoLumBIA JESTER 


FSS 


else, 


Damn clever, these Chinese, 
In their laundry joints, 
"Cause they take the buttons off 
The most strategic points. 
—Western Reserve Rep Car 


SIs 


He—What in the world are you 
giggling all the time for? 

She—Oh! I just washed my 
face and I can’t do a thing with 
it! 





Dartrmoutu Jack O’ LanrTern 





“Don’t 
me.” 
“Why not?” 

“Hell, can’t you see I’m 
loaded!” 
| —Caro.tna Buccaneer 


you dare touch 
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If the Truth Were Known 


brave Caesar 


“The die is cast,” 
said, 
“T hope that it’s a seven.” 
But it was not, and yet he smiled, 
For it came up eleven. 
—Nortre Dame JuGGLer 

















Tue Butia-Butta Boy rrom 
YALE 

I am sure the many little 

readers of Mister Carnegie’s 


Puppet will be pleased with the 


following letter which we re 
ceived today from little Oscar 
Dimwitz, who lives in far off 


Chucka Kegover: 
“Dear Aunt Puppet: 

“I am six years old. I got in a 
dreadful fight at 3:30 this morn- 
ing. There were siz of us in a red 
cab. I told the driver to stop, for 
I noticed in the gutter a drunken 
fraternity brother of mine. But 
the driver said ‘No’; and ‘the cab 
is full already,’ and then he hit 
me after I told him I had just 
pushed out the back end to make 
room for one more. I am 
years old. 

Love and kisses, 


OSCAR DIMWITZ.” 


—Carnecie Puppet 
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“My wife is like a stable- 
ful of decrepit horses.” 


“Yeah? How’s that?” 
“Nag, nag, nag.” 
—SovuTHERN CALIFoRNIA 
Wampvus 


Self Defense 


A small nervous fellow walked 
into the grocery store. “I want 
all the rotten eggs you have,” he 
demanded. 

“What do you want with stale 
eggs?” asked the clerk, “are you 
going to hear Savage speak at the 
contest tonight?” 

“S-sh-sh,” hissed the 
nervously, “I’m Savage.” 

—OxK.LAHomMA WHIRLWIND 
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buyer 


“Papa, what was the stone 
ager 
“That was the glorious period, 
my when a man 
woman to marry him.” 
—Burrato Bison 


son, axed a 








Pot — Hic, 
Brown? 
Frosu—lV hat, 
name? 
Pot—Who? 
Micuigan GarcoyLe 


know John 


hic, siz 
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bed on 


Beyond the 3 mile limit. 
—Wicuiams Purpte Cow 


Here lies Bill Smith, 
Now dead and gone. 

The girl said ““No,” 
But Bill kept on. 


—PENNSYLVANIA PuncHu Bow t 
Se St 


The meanest man in the world 
is the guy who proposes to an old 
maid over the telephone and after 
she accepts him, tells her he had 
the wrong number. 

Wituiams Purpie Cow 


00 


Dumb? Say—she thinks ante 
bellum is an old lady. 
SoutTHerN CALIvoRNIA Wampvus 
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From Boston Who’s that 
brute ? 

From New York—Oh, that’s a 
big robber and yegg man from 


55 
Chicago.—-Penn Strate Froru 














A Stag’s Program. 
Amuerst Lorp Jerr 
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Page—A 
sire, 
Knight—Without what? 
Page—If I were to tell you 
they'd censor this joke. 
Carnecie Tecu Puppet 


dancer is without, 
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Sue—Did Hans Brink- 
eT 
Hy No, she came with 
Fritz. 
Dartmoutu Jack 
O’ LANTERN 


A young man at college named 
Freeze 

Weighed down by M. A.’s and 
A. Beeze 


Collapsed from the strain. 
Said his doctor, “”’ 
You are 


lis plain 
killing yourself by de- 
greeze.” 
—STANFOoRD CHAPARRAI 
. 

This particular bird tried to 
crash Loew's State Ballroom 
minus his soup and fish. The 
keeper of the gates pointed out a 
sign reading “Guests must be 
dressed,” meanwhile giving the 
gent the bum’s rush. 

“Dammit,” he said, 
read?” 

“Cripes,” twirps the guy, “ 
thehell’s smokin’ ?”’ 

-M. I. T. Voo Doo 


“can’t cha 


who- 





Love makes the world 
go round; that is, love and 
liquor. 


M. I. T. Voo Doo 


Teacher—Johnny, what is a 
snare? 
Johnny—A snare is a_ snail's 
sister.—RutTGcers CHANTICLEER 
22S 


The Gal—What do you mean 
coming here in this condition? 
You're half drunk. 

The Boy I know, but I didn’t 
have any more money 


STANFORD CHAPARRAI 
. i 


eon” 


30) I hear the y have showers 
at the State Pen now. 
“28"—Aha! A fountain pen! 
Penn Strate Froru 
i 


“What's become of the tattooed 
be auty . 

“She had her face lifted and it 
threw all her 
focus.” VASSAR \ AGABOND 
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“Do you know the favor- 
ite dish of the inquisition?” 
“Stake 


smothered in here 
tics. 
—Wituiams Purpte Cow 
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‘ITS FINE 
INGIN' 


VERY good Indianknows 

there’s nothing better 
for growing children than 
Orange Juice. But every 
good Indian should know 
how good Mission Orange 
Juice is, (Ala Shaker) be- 
cause it mixes with the Best. 


Grapefruit and Lemon, too. 





CALIF. CRUSHED FRUIT CORP., Los Angeles 
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{io is nothing in Harry 

Langdon’s latest picture, 
“Long Pants,” quite as 
hilariously funny as some of the 
business in “The Strong Man.” 
It is, however, more even and 
with just a hint of something 
a little cerebral in its appeal. 
That is to say, it asks an appre- 
ciation of the mental processes of 
adolescence. 

Harry, his head crammed with 
romance and wearing his first pair 
of long pants, has the luck, good 
or bad, to run across a very lus- 
cious young person of more than 
doubtful antecedents. She is 
seated in her car in his village 
street waiting for her chauffeur 
to change a tire, and Harry woos 
her silently with bicycle tricks. 
Knowing Harry, you will be dum- 
founded, not to say convulsed, at 
his dexterity. The girl, bored 
with the delay and faintly amused 
with her new admirer, maliciously 
invites him into her car and folds 
him in her arms. Crang! Or, if 
you prefer, Pow! Or Woof! 
Harry just topples over back- 
ward into the street, a completely 
changed young man. 

At this moment his mother calls 
him. And while he is gone the 
chauffeur finishes changing the 
tire. The latter apologizes. “I’m 
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sorry about the flat tire, madam.’ 
he says, and she replies: “Oh, 
ves, hurry up and drive off before 
he comes back.” 

Well, this is the beginning of 
Harry's life of crime, and as such 
beginnings go, it isn’t altogether 
implausible. The lady doesn’t go 
out of his life; quite the contrary. 
But in the end he comes back to 
the sweet little girl he has de- 
serted on their wedding eve, after 
vainly attempting to assassinate 
her, and is received like a prodi- 
gal. To be explicit, he walks 
into his father’s house to find his 
bride and his parents at table 
saying grace. He sits down 
silently and joins them. And 
when they look up and see him 
they're so eager to get to him that 
they tip the dinner table and all 
its contents over on top of him. 
Curtain. 

Of course, you have got to like 
Harry to enjoy such simple fare, 
but if you do like him you'll get a 
lot of entertainment out of “Long 
Pants.” 


4 bbe simplicity of “Long Pants” 


will appeal to you with double 
force after swallowing such an 
overdose of farce-melodrama as 
“Wolf’s Clothing,’ with Monte 

(Continued on page 26) 
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Why not make a demonstration in approved style some fine 


Sunday afternoon? 
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Onxe way to be sure of getting good 
tires is to be certain that LEE of Con- 


shohocken made them. 


Good materials can be had by any 
tire maker if he wants them; there's no 


monopoly in quality materials. 
Good workmen can be had; we know 
because we've got a lot of them. 
But: there is more than good work- 
manship in Lee Tires; more than quality 


materials. 
There's a quarter century of quality- 


Ride on tires by 
LE wa 


tradition and craftsman-spirit in every 


one of them. 


LO ON 


They will give you dependable serv- 
ice because they're made for service. 
And the Lee dealer somewhere near 
you, who will make your tire money go 
the farthest, is a mighty good man 


— 
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to know. 
Pneumatic tires for passenger cars, 

trucks, buses. Staghound tires for 

commercial use and the famous Lee 


Puncture Proof cords for unusual 


service. 
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COST NO MORE TO BUY ~ FAR LESS TO RUN 











Outdoor men like 


Pocket Gen 


ERE’Sasteady, faith- 

ful, out-of-doors com- 
panion—a friendly little 
pal to take along when 
you're roughing it. 

You can rely on Pocket 
Ben to measure the hours 
and minutes faithfully. He 
knows when it’s starting 
time, meal-time, bed-time 

-no guess-work about it. 

Pocket Ben is Big Ben’s 
brother. The family name 
“Westclox” on his dial is 
your assurance of every- 
thing true and faithful in a 
time-keeper. 

Sold everywhere—$1.50. 
With luminous night-dial 


$2.2 


Wa 
. 


WESTERN CLOCK 


COMPANY 
La Salle, Illinois 


Ch | 


year was 
“No, sir, a guy needs brains in 
this game nowadays. All of them 
dumb pork and beaners with a 
good pair of mitts and a vacuum 




















Fatner—I don’t know what I’d do without my sense of humor! 


“Ask Me Another!” Says the 


Champ 


“This here now fight game ain't 


what it used to was,” says Ted 


Burke, manager for K. O. Snod- 


grass, the kid which came from 


Harvards College and inside of a 


lightweight champ. 


north of the eyebrows is being 


gently but firmly sent back to the 
ash wagon.” 


“Spill us the story about how 
Snodgrass kayoed Henderson,” 
Joe the Greek and me asks Burke 
up in the library of the Emerson 
A. C. 

“Well, when I seen how Tun- 
ney brought Higher Learning into 


— —— 


this game, I begins to use the 
old celebellum myself,” answers 
Burke. ‘They was a lightweight 
champ named Henderson which 
got all his book learning from 
Tunney and I figures if this Hen 
derson bird meets up with a pug 
smarter than himself, why, they’s 
nothing to it. 

“One day I goes up to Harvards 
College and I picks this kid Snod 
grass from out of a bunch of 
skirts and I says to him, ‘Looka 
here, rah rah boy, how would 
youse like to be _ lightweight 
champ?’ The kid falls for my 
personality and brains and after 
grooming him for a couple of 
vears I gets him a match with 
Henderson. Two days before the 
bout my near champ is training 
with this here ‘Ask Me Another’ 
book instead of doing road work, 





Hostrss—Now, Papa, you know the party was sagging, and 
you've always promised to help out your little girl whenever she 


needed it. 
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but I don’t complain, for habits 
has changed in this game since it 


* got intellectual. 


“On the night of the fight Hen- 
derson comes out like a tiger. 
Snodgrass steps into a clinch and 
asks him ‘Who wrote Paradise 
Lost?’ Kid Henderson tries for 
a left hook and says ‘Shake- 
speare.” ‘Wrong,’ answers Snod- 
grass, leading with his right. Be- 
fore Henderson gets himself set 
the Harvard kid lands an upper- 
cut and asks him, ‘Name two 
islands off the coast of Africa?’ 
‘Long Island and Coney Island,’ 
answers Henderson, ducking. 
Snodgrass laughs and when he 
comes back to his corner, instead 
of sousing him with water, I 
hands him this here book and my 
meal ticket reads some more ques- 
tions. 

“When the bell rings for the 
second round Henderson lands a 
light punch on my boy’s stomach 
and asks Snodgrass ‘What is a 
sonnet?’ ‘A fourteen-line pome,’ 
says my Mental Giant, landing a 
sharp one on Hendy’s ribs. I 
could see Henderson _ getting 
weaker all the time. Then Snod- 
grass asks him, “Recite the next 
line of the pome: ‘Of all sad 
words of tongue or pen é 
Henderson gives him the wrong 
answer and when the fight reaches 
the eighth round Snodgrass has a 
score of eighty-five per cent and 
Henderson is a_ bad_ second 
with fifty-two. ‘Kayo him, wise 
boy, I yells and my man lands 
with a sharp right to Henderson’s 
chin and the ignorance goes out 
like a light. 

“Tunney comes up and shakes 
hands with Snodgrass and Rick- 
ard hands over the check that 
night. I got the new champ 
training now up in the library of 
Columbia University and if I can 
find an opponent smart enough for 
him we'll put on a bout next sum- 
mer at Carnegie Hall. I tell yuh 
this here now fight game ain't 
what it used to be. Not by a 
long shot.” 

—Artuur L, Lippmann 





The man below, one Lester 
Field, 
Of disappointment died; 
One day he smoked a Chester- 
field 
And wasn’t Satisfied. 
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catches consort in the very act! Wisps of soap at his temples indicate that he 
has just shaved; a bright glow about the rugged chin reveals that he is about 
tosoothe the razor-scrape with cooling Hinds. A shrill battle ensues, resulting 
in a score of 0 to 0 at the end of the game—and a separate and distinct bottle 
of Hinds for each of the contestants. 


24— Heroine, apparently brushing hair, peers sidelong into the mirror, and horrors! 
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“What's hers is mine! 


So says the gentleman thief in hundreds of respectable 
families. Cautious wives have actually begun to hide 
their bottles of Hinds Cream. For menarediscovering that 
here at last is a real after-shave! The softest,smoothest, 
soothiest relief for shave-worn skins you ever knew! 

If you haven’t already discovered Hinds Cream for 
your shaving tool-kit, snitch it from your wife if you 
must. But better play safe and send for this sample 
bottle to try. With it will come a non-theft device that 
will Keep your Hinds beside your soap and razor! 


Made by A. S. HINDS CO., a division of Lehn & Fink Products Company 
A word to the wives: bD fe, 

Prevent thievery—buy your hus- 

band a bottle of Hinds Cream for 


his own. Show him how to pat it on— log 
and the little trick of rubbing it in Hon ey & Almond 


until the fingers begin to cling. CR E ' Mi 


REG. U.S, PAT. OFF. 
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can take his place 


in life 


Your Dentist Knows The Preventive 
Measures That Halt The Advance Of 
Health-Destroying Agents 


The mouth is the source of many troubles, 
among them being Pyorrhea—a foe that penalizes 
4 out of 5 after 40 and thousands younger. 


Discourage This Enemy 


Play safe! Have your dentist give your teeth and 
gums a thorough examination at least twice a 
year. And start using Forhan’s for the Gums 
today. 

This dentifrice is more than a tooth paste. It 
is health insurance that provides protection 
against grim Pyorrhea. It contains Forhan's 
Pyorrhea Liquid, used by dentists everywhere. 
Forhan’s firms the gums. It keeps teeth white and 
protects them against acids which cause decay. 

See your dentist, often. And start using 
Forhan’s regularly. Teach your children this 
health-habit. They'll love the taste of Forhan’s. 
Acall druggists—35¢ and 6oc. 


Formula of R. J. Forhan, D.D.S. 
Forhan Company, New York 


Forhans for the gums 


More Than a Tooth Paste... . It Checks Pyorrbea 














AuTo SICKNESS 


Journey by Sea, Train, Auto or 


Air in health and comfort. Moth- 
ersill’s promptly ends the faintness 
ame nausea of Travel Sickness. 3,4 
sc. & $1.50 at Drug Stores or one 
The Mothersill Remedy Co., L 
York 


New 
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Glass of Soda with tablespoonful Ab- 

bott’s Bitters a good tonic and palatable. 

Sample Bitters by mail 25 cts. in stamps. 
C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 
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Barmaip (disgusted with loafer)—What’s the reason you must 
come here every night?—-you with a wife and six children! 


Loarer—Reason! Ain’t a 


enough reason? 


Judging the Movies 
(Continued from page 22) 
Blue. Blue is an amusing actor 
and does particularly well as a 
potted reveler in carnival scenes 
(“Wolf's Clothing,” like ‘So 
This Is Paris,” gives him plenty 
of chance to display his talents in 
this line). But as if to garnish 
his piece de résistance with all 
the incidentals of a New England 
boiled dinner, his performance is 
smothered in madmen and at- 
tempted murders, in villains and 
attempted abductions, in detec- 
tives, including a vastly tiresome 
stage Englishman; in waterfront 
pirates and virtuous blondes and 
beastly ogres; in other words, in 
half the props in melodrama’s 
closet. The action, which takes 
place above and below ground in 
New York and on the water, is 
equally extravagant. A quarter 

of it would suffice. 

The picture rather fits the vast 
new Roxy Theater in which I 
saw it. It has its good points— 


wife 


and six children a good 


—TatTLer 
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you want to mix with the 
best people 


HERE’S HOW! 


Send one dollar to 
JupGE JR. and he will 
send you a copy of his 
masterpiece. 
How!” It contains 55 
brand new drink recipes 


and some nifty sayings. 


Don’t the ad- 


dress: 


forget 


Jupce Jr. 
627 W. 43rd St., New York City 


“Here’s | 
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one good actor, some dazzling 
carnival scenes and a whirlwind 
finish—but these are swamped in 
a muchness that is stupefying. 


| eat Theater, by the way, 
will seem to you in better 
taste than the Paramount, due to 
the more subdued color scheme of 
brown and old gold. Neverthe- 
5 less, it is quite as overdone as the 
average De Mille set and in size 
and appointments is appalling. I 
can’t quote statistics on the organ, 
* but while the organist was in ac- 
} tion at his swollen keyboard just 
in front of the center of the stage, 
| and producing what seemed to be 
»} sound enough to fill the Chicago 
Auditorium, up out of the floor 
rose two more keyboards, slightly 
smaller, each with its organist, 
like pups to help their mother. 
And such a volume of mighty 
chords as filled that enormous 
space—with what? Why, with 
“Yessir, She’s My Baby.” 


Guide to the Movies 


“The Scarlet Letter” —A powerful picture. 
“The Strong Man"—Excellent farce. 
“The Better 'Ole”—Very funny. 
“The Sorrows of Satan" —Awful. 
“We're in the Navy Now"—Good slap-stick. 
“ Upstage’’—Authentic peep at vaudeville life. 
“What Price Glory"’—Pictorially great. 
“Paust’’—Jannings is disappointing. 
“Old Ironsides”—A beautiful boat. 
* Michael Strogoff’—Exciting melodrama. 
“The Gorilla Hunt’’—The real thing. 
“Stranded in Paris'’—A bedroom and Bebe. 
“Tell It to the Marines’’—Chaney as a hard- 
boiled sergeant. 
“The Fire Brigade’ —Exciting propaganda. 
“Don Juan’’—False and florid 
“The Lady in Ermine’ —Light operatic 
“Flesh and the Devil’’—A Garbo triumph. 
“The Music Master’’—Old-fashioned mush 
“The Potters’ —Profound and amusing satire 
“The Kid Brother" —Fair Lloyd. 
“ Paradise for Two"’—Very mild Dix. 
“When a Man Loves" —Asinine Barrymore 
“New York’ —Poor. 
“The General’’—Good Buster Keaton. 
“McPadden's Flats"’—Chester Conklin is the 
redeeming feature. 
“The Third Degree’ —Pictorially interesting 
“The Red Mill”—Amusing. 
“Love's Greatest Mistake” —Blah! 
“It’—Clara Bow and applesauce. 
“Stark Love’’—Excellent hill billy realism. 
“Blind Alleys" —Lovey dovey 
“ Metropolis” —Striking German picture. 
“Let It Rain” —Horseplay in the Navy. 
“An Affair of the Follies" —Mias Dove is pretty. 
, “The Rough Riders’ —Teddy to the life. 
“The Show” —N. G. 
“Slide, Kelly, Slide’’—Hooey and baseball 
“The Demi-Bride’’—Almost good 
“Evening Clothes’’—Inept 
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Till debt do us part. 


IABELS 









Judge pays $5 for each one printed. 
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“Cheer up, Ed; a couple of years ago I changed four tires 
, . . a7 
once and I haven’t had any tire trouble since. 
ae , . a,” 
W hat—changed four tires at once? 


“Yes, for a set of Kelly-Springfields.” 
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MARLBOR 


CIGARETTES 
| | 
(Mild as May | 
LE SS 
Always fresh—Wrapped in heavy foil. 


The Ace 


of Cigarettes 
Fit for a King 
Blended to the 


Queen’s Taste 


Marlboro Bridge Score 
sent free upon request. 
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Picxpocket (in fog)—I’ve just landed a gold ticker—softest 


guy I ever handled. 


CoNnFEDERATE (wrathfully)—It’s mine, you idiot 


yours. 


High Hat 
(Continued from page 11) 

. and speaking of verse, 
“Poems of Impudence,” by “Evoe,” 
of Punch, is a great little volume 
despite its reverse English .. . 
also read Christopher Morley’s 
“The Arrow,” and am wondering 
if it will be the volume selected 
next by the Book of the Month 
Club ... Christopher is one of our 
whimsiest writers and you may 
remember him as the author of 
“Whimsy on the Left,” I mean 
“Thunder on the Left,” but if you 
are a man that can take his 
whimsy or leave it alone, you will 
enjoy “The Arrow.” 


—t 


Speaking of whimsy, I will 
divulge a secret and tell you the 
real reason why I am on the 


and here’s 
—Passinc SHow 


. it is because—Oh, I 
can't say it!—because I am rais- 
ing a mustache! .. . well, I'll defy _ 
anybody to raise a mustache and 
drink the liquor they’re handing 
out these days!... you just get it 
going along nicely when you sip a 
cocktail and Presto! The darn 
thing is gone! ... it just curls up 
and fades away ... I’ve tried 
taking drinks through a straw but 
even that does no good ... if I 
can get some astute glass manu- 
facturer to get out a cocktail 
glass shaped like the old fash- 
ioned mustache cup, by gosh, 
I'll get off the wagon; but if this 
cannot be arranged I'll stay on 
until I get a full grown brush if 
it kills me! 


Gp y: 


wagon... 
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Judging the Shows 


(Continued from page 17) 


the round-trip ticket to Hoboken, 
together with two photographs of 
Sir Martin Harvey, that no one, 
including themselves, would have 
found it half so amusing as it is 
at present. 

Although Barrie’s sentimental- 
ity is, as everyone knows, often 
molasses-like, it is anything but 
distasteful in this exhibit, as he 
himself has been careful to razz it 
into good, round humor whenever 
it shows of getting too 
sticky. The theme, of course, is 
intrinsically as sickly pink as the 
cheek of a dying consumptive, but 
the maneuvering of it is accom- 
plished with a sufficient measure 
of polite ridicule and travesty to 
make the whole thing delightful 
theatrical foolery. Bruce McRae 
is admirable support for Miss 
George who, in turn, has never 
given a more adroit performance. 


signs 


III 


“Lost” and “The Scalawag”’ 
belong to the class of plays that 
always show up toward the close 
of the season and that certainly 
do their share toward closing it. 
The former is a dramatization of 
a novel by George Agnew Cham- 
berlain and proves to be stale 
stuff. The latter is the joint 
labor of David Higgins and Ben- 
net Musson and is one of those 


affairs laid in a small country 
town—it is in Vermont this time 
—and with characters named 
Jonas, Lem, Malvinia and, of 
course and inevitably, Judge 
Westcott. Further description I 


take to be unnecessary. In 
neither play is the acting any- 
thing to start bonfires about, al- 
though James Crane does his job 
well enough in the first named. 
The rest are the customary face- 
makers and posturers of the 
Rialto. 
ee 


Two Scots were walking down 
the Strand. 
One picked up half-a-crown. 
The other borrowed it to go 
and have his eyes tested. 
—Pink ‘Un 


Ee 


Stranger — Ah, Mrs. Mudge, 
one-half of the world is ignorant 
how the other half lives. 

“Not in this village, miss.” 

—ANSWERS 





you either cultivate ataste for it 


But—Allah be adulated 


actually say more? 








“What MUST I do to convince you that I actually 
DON'T like warm lettuce?"’ 
“Well, now that you mention it again, I suggest that 


ow buya Frizidaire!”’ 


N those less than well-regulated homes where the temperature of whatever 
it is comes in those tall, clinky glasses, still depends upon outside ice sup- 
ply, such heart-rending scenes as we have pictured above, still occur! 


not in many! 
Frigidaire have somehow or other become public, and peace lovers from near 
and far are actually snapping them up! Further reasons for this sudden flair 
for Frigidaire have been set forth as the ability of this same Frigidaire to 
keep foods fresh and crisp, to keep butter firm, milk sweet, desserts tempting 
—dnd hostesses happy! It is said that Frigidaire, with its own particular 
Frosr Cort Direct Coourne System, has neither peer—nor par! However, it 
HAS the resources of the General 


FRIGIDAIRE CORPORATION 


Subsidiary of General Motors Corporation 


This way out~, 





For already, the proclivities of the 


Motors close behind it! Need we 


Dept. Pyo - DAYTON, OHIO 


/ FRIGIDAIRE CORPORATION > 
Dept. P70, Dayton, Ohio 
Please send me your booklet illus 
trating the new cabinet models of 


FRIGIDAIRE 











“They say that the aeroplane 
which Dobbly invented is a great 
piece of work.” 

“I hope he can keep up the 
good work.” 

—AMERICAN Lecion WEEKLY 


ce 


“That youngster seems to take 
a great interest in his geography 
lessons.” 

“Yes, he’s planning to be a 
popular song writer when he 
grows up.” 

—Mevsourne Taste Tak 
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We call her fire-cracker. | 
She’s a cute little thing with 
a bang. | 








Judge pays $5 for each one printed. 
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Enchanting realms that only 
the canoeist can know 


Ir’s great to paddle up some slow meander 
ing stream in a sturdy “Old Town Canoe.” 
It's great to get away from the noise and 
confusion of the highway, to travel slowly 
and easily amid the cooling shade of over- 
hanging trees. On streams and lakes there 
are enchanting realms that only the canoeist 
can know. 

Why not plan to buy an “Old Town” 
this summer? Truly you cannot get a finer 
canoe or a better looking one. For “Old 
Towns” are patterned after actual Indian 


models. They are sleek, fast and remark- 
ably light in weight. And “Old Town 
Canoes” are low in price. $58 up. From 


dealer or factory. 

Free illustrated catalog gives prices and 
complete information about sailing canoes, 
square canoes for outboard motors, 
dinghies, etc. Write today. O.p Town Canort 
Co., 1715 Fourth St., Old Maine 


‘Old Town Canoes” 


stern 


Town, 








Say ‘*Bayer’’ - Insistl 


For Colds 
Pain 
Neuralgia 


DOES NOT AFFECT THE HEART] 


Headache 
Lumbago 
Rheumatism 











Accept only a 
Bayer package 





whichcontains proven directions 
Handy “Bayer” boxes of 12 tablets 
Also bottles of 24 and 100—Druggists 


Aspirin is the trade mark of Bayer Manu- 
facture of Monoaceticacidester of Salicylicacid 














Tour opportunity will never be bigger than your prepara- 
re now —! seep the rewards of early success. 

FREE 4, Tell How. 

Write now f. ik Hy went, YY mail 

coupon with your name, present posi- 

tion and address in margin TODAY. 


Fen ae 
OD Law — Degree of LL.B. 
O Modern Salesmanship 








Speaking 
LaSalle Extension University, Dept. 482-R Chicago 





Judge’s Crossword Puzzle No. 122 





































































































































































































5 r) 5 6 7 8 9 10 1 
12 13 4 
15 7 8 19 20 
21 
32 
5 
Ss | 
(e) 62 
GS o4 65 66 
67 - 69 70 TI 
72 73 FA 
IS 76 
Submitted by Paul Van Roosa, New York City. Judge pays £2 r cach puzzle printed. 
Horizontal Vertical 
1 This is the spirit of the thing. The price of freedom 
6. This is a gin 2. Protective frameworks used in shipping things. 
12. A female fish of the salmon. 3. A grain 
14. The prices of drunkenness 4. Great shoutings or clamors—such as in a raid 
15. Hew you feel when you get the bill 5. A preposition. 
17. Decorated lettering at the beginning of a chapter 7. A preposition. 
in vogue in 17th and 18th Centuries 8. An old king Shakespeare wrote about. 
19. This old boy told a lot of fairy stories 9. ‘A Southern General. 
21. Came together—as for a drink 10. An easy thing to do when asked “to have one on 
22. Put this in Scotch and you have a highbal! the house.” 
25. A speak-easy detector. 11. What prohibition fails to do. 
26. Where Volstead put his act. 3. A mountain range in Hungary 
28. Island built by animalcule. 16. A title given to clergymen (abbr 
29. This means to be against—(not necessarily a bar 17. A resting place for inebriates. 
30. If you do this too long you'll be full. 18. These people liked Vodka. 
32. A boat propeller. 20. An edible grain. 
33. This means to be on one’s dignity; in a haughty 23. Elevating cider—(init.) 
; mood. 24. A definite article in Spain. 
34. 4 period of time (abbr.). 27. A liquor distilled from molasses or cane juice. 
36. A tract of waste land. 29. A favorite drink in England. 
38. What the scofflaw says when asked to have a 31. This is sharp. 
_ drink. 33. A jargon; slang. 
40. To have existence. 35. Use this in an “Old Fashioned Cocktail.” 
41. A definite article in Old England. 37. Frequently. 
42. A little conjunction that causes lots of trouble. 39. One (Latin)—a combining form. 
43. What June thinks of prohibition (init.). 40. Lots of this kind of liquor since prohibition. 
44. A continent (init.). 45. Criminals (not beer drinkers). 
45. Small livestock of South Africa. 46. An organization which fought for freedom—and 
46. These are busy little things (not Federal agents). got prohibition (abbr.). 
48. A disturbance often caused by “bootleg.” 47. To press together, as in ranks 
50. The district in which prohibition was passed (init.). 48. Standards by which values are adjusted. 
52. What most any old hen is apt to do. 49. This goes around a lot. 
53. The length of time that, it seems, has passed since 7 , F ‘ 
the good old Pre-Volstead days. 51. What we'll hear when prohibition is repealed. 
55. A lofty, jutting rock. 52. Where the schooners slide over the bar. 
57. Eve's lingerie. 54. Night club habitués 
59. Organizations that are usually very wet. 56. If you're a good one you can make your get-away. 
61. It's hard to find this kind of liquor since prohi- 58. East Indian Inhibitions (init 
bition. - heteint i ial - 
vy. Z y e usics 
63. This liquid makes a most unpleasant drink ' f wipeneeoatongaa 
64. A fellow who used to doa lot of setting-up exercises. 60. A point on the compass. 
66. An American humorist. (Not Wayne B. Wheeler). 2. Good for a highball. 
7. A Greek woman who loved her children. 64. A Greek letter. 
= ag to fay! offered a cocktail. 65. A great aid to a pipe-dream. 
. is means “on the inside. . Where the “line of least resistance” lines up. 
72. Cereal grass. . : 
74. A good old beer drinking organization (init.). 71. A very negative conjunction. 
75. What prohibition does to the average citizen. 73. Specific gravity (init.)—you're welcome! 
76. A part of the old Manhattan cocktail. 


74. +A summer resort in Maine—(init.). 
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FUNNYBOVES 


The average man thinks 
he isn’t. 


Judge pays $5 for each one printed 





Little-Known Legends 
(Continued from page 8) 


in pursuit, another explosion, 
sharper than the first and from a 
different quarter, resounded over 
the whole Ninth Ward of Rome. 
As Publius dashed hither and 
yon a veritable fusillade went off, 
seemingly in the very air over his 
head. 

All day Publius pursued the 
errant popping, and by nightfall 
he had beaten a zigzag trail over 
six of the seven hills of Rome. 
He was last seen sprinting over 
the brow of the seventh, bran- 
dishing his chariot wheel and 
looking a trifle shopworn. 

The weasel was pampered and 
petted for many years, and to this 
very day the wire-haired weasel 
occupies a sacred niche in the 
affections of all Roman Senators, 
a position almost as sacred as 
that of the lame duck in the 
United States Senate. 

—Duncan UNDERHILL 


FS 


It is proposed to have more 
signs, subways, refuges and white 
lines for London streets. Motor- 
ists are grumbling that this prac- 
tically means a closed season for 
pedestrians all the year round. 

—Lonvon Opinion 


SRR 


Grocer—Did the bacon I sent 
you do for the whole family? 


Customer—Very nearly. The 
doctor is still attending us. 
—ANSWERS 
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MURAD 


THE WORLD’S BEST CIGARETTE 


For the man 
who feels entitled 
to life’s ~~ 





















































































































































Solution of Last Week’s Puzzle 
AICIE BBRIAITITILIE|SHECIATT 
RIE|INIOBBDIRIE|AIMBBAIRICIH 
CIRIAIDILIE BB DEB SIAITIT IRIE 
EIM) || TEEPIEIGHBNIO!TIE 
MEBEICBEFIAIUINISHEM | HR 
AjL CILILIMIAITIE VIE 
RIA RIAIN E\AIMBENIA 
LINISITIEIP AIMEINIDIS 
Ei SIAIPIS MIE|INEE 1/O 
SiH—EM SILIE|SHBRHIE|N 
LEBAIN VILIE. REBL.ORES 
SIT LIE|OBBRIOIO 

MAITIT I MEHIETAIVIE IN) 
AILIE|SBRY/OIG! | ISHENIEIRIO 
PIEIREEMEITIHIODISHERIE|ID 
































I have a car. 

It never breaks down. 

It never skids. 

It never gets a puncture. 

It never gives me bother up 
steep gradients. 

It never gets overheated. 

It has never got me into a 
collision or an accident of any 
kind since I got it. 

I wish to goodness I 
start it! 


could 


—Dves in Opinion 
SS 


A motor-car recently ran over 
a man’s wooden leg. It is only 
fair to point out, however, that 
the motorist didn’t know it was a 
wooden leg. —Huvworist 




















Pure Wine-Grape Juices 


(nen-alcohelic) 
Port 
Muscatel 


Chianti 
Riesling, Etc. 


Sherry 
Tokay 





Shipped from cold storage in kegs and 
barrels. Produced by the world-renowned 


Italian Swiss Colony 


formerly famous wine producers (50 years 
of world-wide reputation). Write for prices 
and particulars. 
Colony Vintages, Inc., 
2714 Locust St., St. Louis, Mo. 


High class specialty salesmen —write for open- 
ings in your territory 


























Wilson of Mississippi 


Dear Junce: 

While you're out fighting bigotry in 
general, don't forget the Honorable 
T. Webber Wilson, Representative in 
Congress from the sovereign State of 
Mississippi. 

In case you don’t know—he just in- 
troduced a bill which would make it 
compulsory for every magazine to 
show a copy to a national board of 
censorship before being published. 
Failure to do so would result in a fine 
of $10,000 or imprisonment for not 
longer than ten years. 

You just got to give that boy a 
hand. 

Just before I close I'd like to stick 
in a word about Florida. For the 
time being, anyway, you can put a 
bet on the races openly or get a drink 
the same way. 

Yours with the best of luck, 

Walter Wallace 
Miami, Florida 
February 23, 1927. 

P. S.—All the girls down here wear 
two sets of garters—one to place and 
one to show. 


He Has His Favorites 


Dear Str: I have been an earnest 
reader of Jupce for quite some time 
and have also read the page devoted 
to readers’ communications. The only 
thing I have against this last-named 
page is that the majority of your 
writers are prejudiced, biased and as 
narrow as your magazine is, and that 
in some instances is fairly narrow 
(prohibition). 

First of all, let me comment on 
George Jean Nathan. I started to 
read your magazine because he was 
on your staff, and, to be truthful, I 
still read it for that reason. George 
Jean is the best humorist on your 
staff. As to his merits as a critic I 
am unable to render an opinion. 

Judge, Jr., is fair. Just fair. He 
has somewhere gained the idea that 
the majority of the people in this 
country are interested in new recipes. 
I might add that I sort of like the 
older recipes. Gordon water, etc., are 
more or less surplus so far as I am 
concerned. 

Judgette reminds me of a sopho- 
more co-ed, with one cocktail on a 
blind date, and finds that she is out 
with the junior class president. 

W. M. H. as a movie critic is wet. 
If he won't cease writing the reviews, 
will you kindly have him look over 
Nathan’s column? I think he is at- 
tempting to steal Nathan’s form, but 
I think his efforts are far from what 
is termed a success. 

W. M. H. writes good editorials. I 
may not agree with everything he 
says, but he has a right to say it. 
However, tell him not to advocate 
lawlessness. To repeal the Eighteenth 
Amendment is O. K. To break it is 


rebellion and to advocate or incite re- 
bellion is treason. I would not like to 
have the job of defending W. M. H. 
on such a charge. 

However, your magazine is worthy 
of praise. Permit me to congratulate 
you on your work and to assure you 
that I will buy your magazine each 
week and not write you any more 
letters. Yours very truly, 

Lewis Keys 
Columbus, Ohio 
February 25, 1927. 


Samson’s Bet 


My dear Junce: 

Regarding “gambling,” as_ the 
preachers call the most innocent risk- 
ing of anything in a game, and the 
Bible attitude towards it: If you 
would read the Bible itself, instead of 
taking some time-serving preacher's 
say-so about it, you would come to 
have more respect for it and _ its 
teaching. 

Samson was quite a Bible hero; but 
if you will read the fifteenth chapter 
of the Book of Judges (your own 
namesake), you will see where Sam- 
son bet THIRTY CHANGES OF 
RAIMENT; that is, thirty suits of 
clothes, with certain other gay sports 
of his day that they could not guess 
his riddle. The gay young sports 
were crooked, and double-crossed him, 
and so won the bet. And because of 
this dirty work, “the Spirit of the 


Lord came upon him” to slay, and he 
slew. 

Now, I have “gambled” all my life; 
but I never in my most extravagant 
moods bet thirty suits of clothes. Ex- 
cept in the eyes of the preachers, who 
make a comfortable living out of it, 
playing a game for a prize, individual 
or collective, is not condemned in the 
Bible. The preachers have left only 
two commandments out of the origi- 
nal, viz: the fourth and the seventh. 
They have no hesitation in themselves 
breaking the ninth: for they “bear 
false witness” not only against their 
neighbor, but against the Bible it- 
self, and so bring it into disrepute. 

Yours for truth and the Bible, 

M.D. Follin 
Detroit, Michigan 
February 15, 1927. 


Judge Lindsey Knows 


Editor of Juner. 

My pear Sir: I would like to thank 
Jvunoe for the editorial in the issue of 
February 26th on Judge Lindsey. As 
a representative of what the Aunty- 
Everythings dub the “Younger Gen- 
eration,” I feel I'm qualified to say 
that Judge Lindsey knows what he’s 
talking about. And it is a great re- 
lief to feel that he is not fighting 
alone in the cause of sanity. I can 
only hope that Junce, the magazine, 
will be able to help him make dent; 
on the adamantine intelligences of the 
dear little self-appointed saints who 
want to throw in prison anyone who 
rouses their thoughts from their Rip 
Van Winkle nap and makes them rub 
the dust of decades from their eyes. 
Gr-r-r-r-r-r! 

Thank you! 

(Miss) Betty Kelling 
Wellesley College 
Wellesley, Mass., 
February 25, 1927. 





Loyat Giri-Frienp—Anyhow, W-waldemar, it’s n-no exer- 
tion to sh-shake c-cocktails in a F-f-ford. 
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At the grocery or delicatessen 
store, just as on the Riviera, 
you can get Martini & Rossi 
(non alcoholic) Vermouth. In 
your home, as in some famous 
French café, you can feel sur- 
cease from the commonplace 
by mixing either the Martini 
& Rossi regular Italian or 
Extra Dry Vermouth (both 
non alcoholic). Stomachic and 
tart, it combines good sense 
and zest. Always the right 





thing before a meal, it is sure 
to be right any time. To get 
the genuine, insist on the non 
alcoholic. Send for “The Con- 
fessions of a Good Mixer” to 
W. A. Taylor & Company, 94 
Pine Street, New York City. 





HAD NOT READ OUR “CONFESSIONS” 


Over sanguine Sub-deb wrecks Costume Party when she attempts mixing 


a good one without Martini & Rossi non alcoholic Vermouth 


At the Better Grocery and Delicatessen Stores 















































Jupce, Jr., Ler THe SEcRET Out! 


«5 . 
N a\ Now its come! The marvelous new mixer 
c . 
every wet has been wishing for 


ND it must have been high-powered 
A wishing—because when Silver 
King Fizz came along, its success was 
almost a riot. Four months ago we were 
making a few bottles for friends. Word 
got around. It gurgled, as it were, from 
party to party. Orders came in a tidal 
wave—for dozens—for cases—and then 


urgent telegrams for carloads 


Man after man (Ssh! Ssh! And 
ladies, too!) got in on the secret. Then, 
on March 1 2th, Judge, jr., gave us this 
high praise in High Hat: “Have dis- 








So far there hasn't been enough Silver King 
Fizz to go around to every dealer. If yours 
is one of the unfortunates, send us his name 
and we'll see that he is supplied and that you 
are informed of the happy event. Write your 
name and his in the margin below. 























Emerald green bottle wsth gleaming silver top 


X. 


“wy * 


covered a new mixer that’s a wow! ... 
it’s called Silver King Fizz and mixes 
with anything”. And so, we decided to 
come out in the open and tell the world! 


ry ry ry ry 


Siver KING FIZZ just seems to 
do wonders with what you've got. It 
s-m-o-o-t-h-e-s it out and mellows 
it, and adds years to its age and does 
tricks to its taste you will hardly‘believe. 
If you re drinking without it, you're 
missing a lot. It’s the silver lining to 


the dark cloud of prohibition. 


SILVER KING 
FIZZ 


THAT MARVELOUS MIXER 


Bottled by the makers of Silver King Extra Dry Ginger Ale and Silver King Sparkling 
Mineral Water. Silver King Products Corporation, 247 Park Ave., New York City. 


QUADRI-COLOR CO., JAMAICA, N.Y. 








